THE TRAIN
"Everything all right?'* he asked.
"All right, they're alive," Vaska chattered away,
untying her shawl "They're living in a dugout, but not
so bad ... gave me some apples. There's been a letter
from Dad, he sends his love, he's been with the par-
tisans ..."
Lena liked to watch the tortures of Nizvetsky. At
times he would give up passing through her coach, at
others would hurry backwards and forwards the whole
day. Either he never looked her way, or she kept
catching his sad and frightened gaze. ... On the whole it
was all as she had wanted it. She went on quietly doing
her work.
One day, after a loaded trip, she had tidied up her
coach before everybody else. Feeling free, she went to
the staff coach, took a chemise and a pair of stockings
from her case and mended them. Then she wrote
another letter. It was hard to write—all the words had
been repeated and uttered many a time. What she could
not write about, could not express, was the warmth of
her heart. She took off her shoes, lay down on the bed,
and took up a volume of Lermontov's poems which she
had found in the train library.
"They loved each other so gently, so long. And then
came death and they met again, but in this new life they
did not recognize each other."
Then they can't have loved each other, that's all.
The three old men, Sukhoyedov, Kostritsyn and
Protassov on the other side of the partition were having
a leisurely gossip, sitting side by side, as though on their
porch at home. Nizvetsky, his face parchment-yellow
from his illness, his eyes dark and sunken, lay on the seat
opposite them.
"Now take me," rumbled Protassov. "Joints swollen,
see, and fingers in knots. And the veins. Look at these
veins, life's not worth living with them."
"Why not?" asked Sukhoyedov. "You can live with
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